POPULAR TALES

to make her as comfortable as possible; but Mrs. Dolly could
not be comfortable unless, besides drinking a large spoonful of
brandy in every dish of tea, she could make each person in
the house do just what she pleased. She began by being
dissatisfied because she could not persuade Ellen that brandy
was wholesome, in tea, for the nerves ; next she was affronted
because Ellen did not admire her shawl; and, above all, she
was grievously offended because Ellen endeavoured to prevent
her from spoiling little George.

George was, at this time, between five and six years old ;
and his mother took a great deal of pains to bring him up
well: she endeavoured to teach him to be honest, to speak
the truth, to do whatever she and his father bid him, and to
dislike being idle.

Mrs. Dolly, on the contraiy, coaxed and flattered him,
without caring whether he was obedient or disobedient, honest
or dishonest. She was continually telling him that he was
the finest little fellow in the world; and that she would do
great things for him, some time or another.

What these great things were to be the boy seemed neither
to know nor care ; and, except at the moments when she was
stuffing gingerbread into his mouth, he seemed never to desire
to be near her: he preferred being with William Deane, his
father's friend, who was a very ingenious man, and whom he
liked to see at work.

William gave him a slate, and a slate-pencil; and taught
him how to make figures, and to cast up sums; and made a
little wheelbarrow for him, of which George was very fond,
so that George called him in play c King Deane? All these
things tended to make Mrs. Dolly dislike William Deane,
whom she considered as her rival in power.

One day, it was George's birthday, Mrs. Dolly invited a
party, as she called it, to drink tea with her; and, at tea-time,
she was entertaining the neighbours with stories of what she
had seen in the great world. Amongst others, she had a
favourite story of a butler, in the family where she had lived,
who bought a ticket in the lottery when he was drunk, which
ticket came up a ten thousand pound prize when he was
sober; and the butler turned gentleman, and kept his coach
directly.

One evening, Maurice Robinson and William came home,
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